A                JOB                OF                WORK

twelve 25-pounders occupied positions behind Vimy
Ridge, and an O.P. had been established on top of
the Ridge to the west of Givenchy, from which their
fire was being directed. As the morning progressed
the British attack was pushed forward with con-
siderable rapidity till eventually the battle passed
beyond reasonable control from the O.P. The Obser-
vation Officer could see shells exploding in the distance,
some miles away, and tracer shells from the anti-tank
guns bowling through the air like red-hot cricket balls.
But the conflict had moved so far off that even with
his powerful binoculars he was unable to distinguish with
certainty between the German positions and our own.

" Get me the Major on the 'phone/' he said to
the telephonist.

In a few seconds the Battery Command Post replied.

" The advance has gone so far, sir," the O.P. officer
reported, " that it is impossible to fire accurately and
give the infantry close support. Shall I move for-
ward ? "

" No. Stay where you are/' answered the Major.
" I'll send out a Forward Observation Officer."

At that moment Lieutenant Reginald Ellington
happened to stroll into the Command Post, looking
very dapper and, unlike everybody else, not be-
draggled in battle-dress, but garnitured in smart
breeches, top-boots and tunic.

"Here's a job for you, Reggie/' said the Major.
" The O.P. on the Ridge reports that the battle is
out of our control. It's necessary to send out an
F.O.O. Get off at once and establish contact with
the 2nd Battalion of the North Ridings."

" And where are they likely to be lurking ? "
drawled Reggie.

The Major pointed out on the map the forward
area of the advance.